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its radiance the white sails of a departing dho^r
were visible. Very faintly Dom Fernandes could
hear the dull, narcotic booming of the surf upon
the beach, and its redundancy was a lullaby to his.
senses------
His gross features and obese body were pallid in
the nascent moonlight as the worthy convert
faithfully wielded his fan.
Luxuriously the Viceroy slept.
#                 #                 #
HE was soon awakened by a hubbub of voices,
and shuffling feet. The measured trot of mules-
resounded from the roadway outside the palace..
Gallegos were shouting for custom and the chatter-
ing of the Kalis filled the air. The cathedral bells,
were ringing. The night, so quietly moonlit before,
was now boisterous with half the populace of the
city passing his gates, and Dom Fernandes knew
that the special frigate from Lisbon had arrived.
This was an occasion. He rose quickly, still
clammy with sleep. Silently Emmanuel appeared
from the shadows, bowing obsequiously, and Donx
Fernandes called for his best doublet and hose. In
the light of two large tallow reeds he donned his
crimson finery with an emotion of vast self-
importance. Emmanuel devoutly and dexterously
pomaded his master's thinning curls and heavily
powdered the gross, perspiring jowl. He never-
realised that his master was an abnormally ugly
man ; he was only cognisant that Dom Fernandes
was the epitome of power in Goa, the man who*
could nonchalantly send heretics to the strapado*